248      MY LADY OF ORANGE

in, leaning on some man's arm, back to that
room with lights The man put me into a
chair, and filled a glass with wine/ I drank
it, and another, and another. Then I
looked round. It was the Prince himself
at my elbow

" Why, it was you, your Highness ! " I
stammered

" You came in on my arm. Perhaps you
went out on my errand ? " quoth he

My wits were coining back. I could see
the men and know them now. There I
sat limp in a chair, covered from head to
foot with yellow mud, and round me, bend-
ing eagerly forward, were Cornput, and the
burgomaster, and St. Trond, and Diednch
Sonoy, and the Prince. A light step came
into the room.

" He is back! " she cried*

" And perhaps he will tell you what he
has done/' said the Prince, with a smile.

" Why, I am only an armourer/1 said I;
and I laughed.

" Ah I and whose are the weapons you
mead ? " quoth the Prince,

" They call him Don Frederico/' said L